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Rights 

V^E’VE  heard  a lot  a talkin’ 

* * ’Bout  these  women  sufferers,  yet 
When  they  get  up  Congress 
They  don’t  always  win  the  bet. 

How  they  go  ’round  the  country 
An’  they  pound  the  pedestals 
They  reel  off  yards  of  speeches, 

Endin’  with  some  husky  yells. 

How  they  don  the  gentry’s"  trousers 
An’  knock  Dame  Fashion  flat 
An’  pile  up  all  their  crowning  fame 
B’neath  a Derby  hat. 

I’ve  seen  ’em  wear  out  rubber  heels 
From  winter  up  to  fall. 

But  their  kids  go  supperless  to  bed, 
’Thout  no  right  at  all. 

Gee,  I’d  a heap  lot  ruther 
Get  some  “rights”  to  let  you  know 
When  you’re  goin’  right  along  the  road 
The  Lord  wanted  you  to  go. 

To  get  on  right  terms  with  God’s  birds 
An’  shake  hands  with  his  trees, 

An’  wiggle  every  muscle  • 

From. your  skull  to  phalanges. 

Gee,  it’s  great  to  And  out,  ain’t  it. 

The  right  place  where  you  b’long. 

When  you  git  in  with  a bunch  of  girls 
And  join  in  sport  and  song? 

To  go  arm  in  arm  together 
To  class  or  work  or  play 
An’  live  up  to  your  very  best 
For  the  whole  live-long  day. 

Instead  of  poundin’  lecture  desks  - 
To  pound  some  tennis  balls. 

An’  know  how  to  pick  a feller  up 
When  he  breaks  his  leg  ’r  falls. 

An’  when  at  last  old  Gabriel 
Blows  for  all  his  men. 

We  kin  gather  all  together 
An’  join  in  the  “Amen.” 
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The  Editor  Has  a Word 

Conference  point,  lake  geneva,  WIS.,  is  one  shining  place  on  the  earth 
where  the  idea  of  women’s  rights,  now  being  discussed  everywhere,  is  worked  out 
perfectly.  There’s  no  talk  here  of  “Why  do  you  suggest  that?  Girls  can’t  do  that.” 
On  the  hand  with  a beautiful  take-it-for-granted  attitude,  the  directors  have  worked 
out  a program  which  is  little  dilferent  from  that  of  the  boys,  thus  unconsciously  (or  per- 
haps, very  intentionally)  saying,  “Girls  of  today  can  do  anything.” 

We  play  baseball,  volley  ball  and  basket  ball;  we  strive  for  leadership  in  swimming 
and  play  ground  meets ; we  study  plans  for  leadership  in  the  church  life  and  in  the  com- 
munity at  large;  we  meet  each  other  in  a hearty,  wholesome  way,  without  regard  to 
worldly  standards;  and  we  see  that  women  are  consulted  among  the  members  of  the 
headquarters  staff  with  an  earnest  desire  to  hear  their  opinion.  Surely  any  shades  of 
grandmother’s  time  would  consider  that  a schedule  worthy  of  any  group  of  red  blooded 
boys. 

And  then  the  atmosphere  of  the  camp  just  turns  us  right  into  a bunch  of  sports. 
We  no  longer  are  girls  that  worry  about  little  things,  such  as  hair  pins,  or  rainy  days,  or 
mice  or  nasty  words.  We  are  real  soldiers,  who  smile  enthusiastically  when  things  go  right 
and  smile  bravely  when  things  go  wrong. 

But  best  of  all,  we  have  the  same  opportunity  to  serve  and  the  same  challenge  to 
measure  up  that  the  boys  have.  When  we  reach  home,  the  real  testVill  come,  of  course, 
and  it  is  up  to  every  one  of  us  in  the  Camp  of  the  Hundred  Fires  to  show  that  we  have  the 
fighting  courage  that  is  usually  ascribed  to  men.  When  200  girls  go  out  into  every  part 
of  America  with  a training  and  a spirit  like  that  born  at  Lake  Geneva,  there  need  be  no 
worrying  among  the  fairer  sex  about  gaining  equal  rights. 

Women  have  gained  more  support  from  the  men  in  their  political  aspirations,  since 
women  showed  just  how  much  they  are  worth  during  the  days  of  darkness  and  trouble 
that  ended  with  the  signing  of  the  peace  treaty.  The  woman’s  suffrage  amendment  has 
been  passed  in  Congress  and  women  have  been  given  jobs  in  the  business  and  service 
world  that  would  have  caused  our  grandmothers  to  have  predicted  that  such  doin’s  would 
brin^  the  end  of  the  world  sooner  than  the  Creator  had  planned.  And  all  these  privileges 
have  been  bestowed  because  women  along  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  continent  met 
their  responsibilities  calmly  and  capably. 

So  it  will  be  with  the  girls  of  Lake  Geneva.  We  are  getting  the  same  training  and 
hearing  the  same  challenge  that  was  given  to  the  Camp  of  the  Four  Fold  Life.  We  have 
right  in  the  hollow  of  200  hands  the  answer  to  the  question  as  to  whether  the  women  of 
tomorrow  are  to  be  considered  useless  butterflies  to  be  pacified  with  lots  of  money 
and  honeyed  words,  which  will  blind  them  to  the  imperative  need  of  their  cooperation 
in  wiping  out  the  double  standard  of  morals  or  whether  they  are  to  be  recognized  as 
help  mates,  who,  having  had  the  same  opportunities  as  men,  are  willing  to  accept  the 
same  program  of  service. 

So  let’s  don’t  spend  any  of  our  precious  time  trying  to  dabble  in  the  political  end  of 
establishing  women’s  rights.  There  are  plenty  of  people  working  on  that  end  of  the 
string  and  we  are  bound  to  get  our  vote  soon.  Let’s  be  so  busy  living  the  life  fourfold, 
that  when  the  world  reaches  the  other  end  of  the  string  and  offers  the  jewel  of  equal  op- 
portunity with  equal  service  to  every  woman  under  the  sun,  we  will  all  be  ready  and 
worthy  to  accept  our  rightful  heritage. 
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July  30,  1919. 

Dear  Jane  Hunter: 

We’re  off!  After  one  day  of  camp,  we 
are  as  spirited  and  as  full  of  ginger  as  if 
we  had  been  on  this  old  hill  top  for  a week. 
Everybody  knows  everybody  else,  we’ve 
officially  shaken  hands  with  all  the  cel- 
ebrities in  the  H.  O.  G.  and  were  as  happy 
as  200  bugs  in  half  as  many  rugs. 

Of  course  you  know  that  I am  talking 
about  Lake  Geneva,  and  the  Camp  of  the 
Hundred  Fires,  for  you  heard  me  rave 


- 


Let’s  Write  a Le 

about  this  place  so  much  before  you  wej 
off  to  France,  that  you  often  declared  th: 
you  knew  it  as  well  as  I,  even  though  y| 
had  never  seen  a stone  from  Pebbly  Bead 
I am  wondering  if  a miniature  Lai 
Geneva,  transplanted  in  the  heart 
France,  where  you  have  gathered  tho 
fine  French  girls  of  ideal  hilltop  age 
your  school,  would  not  solve  the  proble 
of  leadership  for  the  land  of  the  fleur 
lys.  _ _ ■ j 

I realize  that  you  could  not  pick  i! 
bodily  and  transplant  our  glorious  la) 
surrounded  on  all  sides  by  trees,  flowers  ai 
hills,  hills  that  are  peopled  with  21 
girls  under  the  watchful  eyes  of  about  ( 
leaders,  all  living  the  happy,  eager  and  pe 
feet  round  of  the  four-fold  life.  But' y< 
might  be  able  to  work  out  for  your  small 
group  our  program  of  athletics,  classe 
play  times  and  communion  with  God,  f 
mingled,  yet  each  phase  having  its  defini 
place  in  the  calendar. 

Each  year  for  six  years,  this  can 
has  lived  and  grown  into  the  lives  of  tl 
girls  of  North  America,  but  I tell  yo 
Jane,  this  is  the  best  year  of  all.  Ti 
fame  of  this  humdinger  bunch  of  fol 
has  spread  all  over  the  continent  and  gi: 
have  come  to  know  that  they  cannot 
admitted,  unless  they  are  prepared  to  gi 
out  the  right  amount  of  pep,  good  cheer  ai 
muscle  and  brain  work.  But,  hold  o 
before  I go  farther,  I want  you  to  S! 

''  How  de  do”  to  the  men  and  women  who 
I met  last  night. 

First  there  was  Kingi,  who  preside  I 
the  Great  Chief,  whose  name  is  sy 


Little  Jimmie  Preston,  aged  three 
months,  seems  to  be  the  most  important 
member  of  the  Orwig  family  this  year. 
He  kept  himself  and  Gash-gi-ton  home 
from  camp  entirely  and  is  hurrying  "Wad- 
jepi  home  next  Monday.  We  will  miss 
little  David  and  big  “Romiette”  when 
they  leave  our  midst  (by  this  word  we  do 
not  mean  our  stomachs),  but  we  know 
two  people  in  Philadelphia  that  will  be 
glad  to  see  them. 


We  are  now  sure  that  the  United  States 
government  is  taking  care  of  its  finances 


in  a careful  manner.  One  of  the  boys  in 
the  preceding  rough  and  tumble  camp 
told  us  that  he  had  received  an  official 
looking  letter  from  Josephus  Daniels, 
stating  severely  that  he  had  been  overpaid 
twenty  cents  (think  of  it,  20c)  and  asking 
him  right  haughtily  to  refund  that  amount 
immediately.  As  if  a man  could  be  over- 
paid with  money,  when  he  had  risked  his 
life  on  a sea  teeming  with  submarines  and 
storm  waves! 


Sarah  Dietz  seems  to  have  that  other- 
wise occupied  expression  this  year.  Per- 
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ter  to  Our  Friend 

onymous  with  wit  and  brilliance,  who,se 
plans  are  keen  as  his  head  is  shiny  and 
whose  prowess  is  as  great  as  his  laugh  is 
hearty.  He  paraded  before  us  Minisino, 
the  inspiration  of  the  whole  works,  Wad- 
jepi,  the  nimble;  Mojag,  the  wise;  Elsie, 
the  banker,  and  Lottie  May,  the  spanker; 
Waonspeakye,  the  father  and  Mrs  Bryner 
the  mother;  Herbert  Mayer,  the  husband, 
and  Elsie  Mayer,  his  wife;  Mr.  Rogers, 
the  swimmer,  and  Mr.  Honline,  the  teach- 
er; Miss  Bose,  the  asker,  and  Mrs.  Mayer, 
the  answerer;  Miss  Palk,  our  Julio,  and 
Miss  Ferguson,  the  mulio;  Mr.  Brooks, 
the  woodsman,  and  Mr.  Kendricks,  the 
campman;  Mrs.  Alex,  our  voice  tuner, 
and  Glad,  our  muscle  ruiner.  Don’t  they 
sound  great?  I bet  there’s  no  other  such 
bunch  on  this  side  of  the  equator. 

By  the  way,  if  you  are  planning  to  have 
camp  for  your  little  group  of  French  girls, 
don’t  forget  to  install  one  rule.  Which 
one?  The  Golden  Rule,  of  course.  Sounds 
easy,  doesn’t  it?  I’d  like  for  you  to  try  it, 
though.  And  then  don’t  forget,  after  all 
the  celebrities  have  been  introduced,  to 
take  your  crew  down  to  the  real  Indian 
council  circle. 

Want  to  hear  about  that,  too?  Well, 
the  big  chief  was  on  the  job  again.  We 
started  Tuesday  night  with  a good  old  sing 
of  all  the  popular  favorites,  and  we  met  the 
delegations  from  the  different  states.  But 
say,  Jane,  you  should  have  seen  that  mob 
from  Missouri,  every  one  of  them  wearing 
a mule  with  proudness.  There  must  have 
been  70  of  them,  they  counted  so  long,  that 
I declare  I quit  listening  in  sheer  disgust. 


I’m  from  Ohio,  you  see.  We  were  just 
ready  to  think  sleepily  of  our  downy  couch- 
es, when  Mojag  wakened  us  up  with  a thud, 
by  telling  us  that  he  had  purposely  saved 
us  a little  feed  in  a place  where  the  boys 
couldn’t  get  at  it.  That’s  another  thing 
you  want  to  remember  for  your  camp, 
have  these  little  bacon  bats  right  often. 
The  bread  was  mighty  good,  but  the  bacon 
was  better  and  though  we  turned  in  bed, 
feeling  sort  of  greasy,  we  were  deciding 
that  the  first  day  was  just  about  right. 

I am  sending  you  some  pictures  that 
will  give  you  an  idea  of  the  get-up-and-go 
spirit  of  our  bunch  and  will  show  you  some 
of  the  beauties  of  God’s  scenery  at  this 
garden  spot  of  the  world.  Will  write  to 
you  again,  when  I can  tell  some  more 
thrillment.  With  Love, 

EVERY  1919  CAMPER. 


haps  she  has  been  socializing  and  needs 
the  water  cure. 


Lake  Geneva’s  wonderful  trees,  flowers, 
birds,  waves  and  breezes  present  an 
unanswerable  argument  to  the  unbeliever 
for  the  existence  of  a loving  God.  For 
who  else  could  have  made  such  wonders 
and  given  them  lavishly  to  a world  that  is 
sometimes  unappreciative? 


Introduction  night  we  found  the  best 
excuse  for  the  fact  that  we  can  never  tell 
the  right  funny  story  at  the  right  time. 


Mr.  Honline  gave  it  to  us  when  he  said 
that  he  had  intended  to  tell  a lot  of  good 
stories  to  us,  but  that  he  was  so  frightened 
that  he  had  forgotten  them. 


Dick  Waite  has  a good  solution  for  the 
money  problem.  “I  want  an  ice  cream 
cone,”  said  he  to  the  boy  in  charge  of  the 
soda  fountain.  “ Have  you  any  money?” 
demanded  the  cone  dispenser.  ‘‘No,  but 
you  have  plenty  there  in  the  cash  drawer, 
just  give  me  some  of  that  and  I’ll  have  plen- 
ty to  pay  for  my  cone,”  returned  young 
Dick. 
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SPORTS 

Up  and  at  ’Em!  Vich  Vill  It  Be, 

Ladies? 


At  their  throats!  Give  ’em  a good  tight!  Show  ’em  what  you’re  made 
of!  That’s  the  way  for  hilltop  girls  to  play! 

No,  they  aren’t  having  a bull  tight.  They’re  just  out  after  the  E.  H. 
Nichols  Recreation  Shield  and  every  one  of  the  six  tribes  is  going  to  win 
from  the  looks  of  the  fighting  they  are  doing.  Glad  Wise  told  us  in  As- 
sembly that  we  had  shown  more  pep  in  the  setting  up  exercises  than  had 
ever  been  seen  in  history  and  that  we  had  the  boys  beaten  all  hollow 
when  it  came  to  following  her  “One,  Two,  Three,  Pour.”  Setting  up 
exercises  are  the  foundation  for  the  whole  physical  life,  so  we  are  thinking 
that  such  a comment  is  a prophecy  that  some  lively  times  are  in  store. 

The  line-up  is  as  follows:  Blackfeet-Chief-Lois  Arnold  (Ohio);  Sub- 
jects— tents  A,  H,  and  cottages.  Oak  Arbor,  Plaza  B and  Hillside  A; 
Crowfeet-Chief-Lois  Wiersema  (Illinois),  Subjects — -tents  B,  G,  1 and  5 
and  cottages  Bethel  and  Plaza  A;  Navajo-Chief-Marguerite  Cavendish 
(West  Virginia),  Subjects^ — tents  C,  I and  6 and  cottages  Plaza  C,  Rest, 
and  Maple  Leaf;  Iroquois-Chief-Myrtle  Post  (Pennsylvania),  Subjects — 
tents  D,  2,  7,  9,  and  12  and  Plaza  D;  Susquehannas-Chief-Margery 
Weasmer  (Missouri,)  Subjects^ — tents  E,  and  3 and  cottages  Lake  View, 
Clematis  and  Ivy;  Dakotas-Chief -Florence  Johnson  (Minnesota),  Sub- 
jects— tents  F,  4,  8,  10  and  cottages  Lake  Breeze  and  Hillside  B. 

Glad  has  planned  a great  old  schedule.  Among  the  high  spots  are  a 
course  in  the  morning  for  training  girls  in  group  games  suitable  for  inter- 
mediate and  young  people’s  work  in  our  home  Sunday  Schools;  tourna- 
ments in  quoits,  tennis  and  croquet;  in  the  track  meets,  the  girls  are  to 
play  off  the  preliminaries  in  groups;  the  finals  will  be  shorter  and  the 
tribes  will  be  divided  into  two  sides  as  usual;  the  tribal  games  are  to  be 
baseball,  volley  ball  and  dodge  ball. 

Mr.  Rodgers  has  the  novice  race  for  beginners  and  the  regular  aquatic 
jneet  up  his  sleeve  for  the  second  week,  so  look  out,  there’s  going  to  be 
plenty  of  action. 
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Peace  and  Its  Opportunities 


“ TUST  make  up  your  minds  that  you 
will  be  real  leaders  for  Christ,  that  is 
the  message  that  I want  to  leave  with  you 
tonight.  I can’t  be  bothered  with  dubs 
on  the  hilltop,  neither  can  the  other  lead- 
ers, they  are  too  busy  working  with  lead- 
ers.” These  were  among  the  parting  words 
of  Minisino  as  he  spoke  at  the  first  Hillside 
of  the  camp  Wednesday  night.  He  left 
in  our  hearts  a thought  of  bravery  and 
Christian  power  that  will  stick  until  St. 
Peter  opens  the  gates. 

Because  of  the  merry  rain  drops  that 
pattered  down  right  numerously  during 
the  devotional  exercises  of  hillside,  Kinji 
ordered  us  to  move  on  to  the  Tipi.  In 
occasional  darkness  and  before  a roaring 
fire,  Minisino  gave  a picture  of  the  services 
of  the  six  girls  who  were  associated  with 


him  in  France,  where  he  worked  last  year 
as  the  chief  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  secretaries 
of  a division.  The  stories  of  Anna  Davis, 
who  took  shorthand  in  a Ford  while  riding 
over  a shell  shot  road  for  25,000  miles,  of 
Enid  Allen  of  the  Sixth  Engineers,  of 
“the  poor  little  rich  girl”  and  of  the  nurses 
in  the  hospitals  along  the  firing  line,  thrilled 
us  to  envy,  because  of  the  view  which  they 
gave  of  the  opportunity  of  the  giving  of 
self. 

“There  is  a bigger  job  for  trained 
leaders  among  girls  on  this  side  than  there 
ever  was  on  the  other  side.  If  God  has 
given  you  a talent  it  is  yours  to  use,  no 
matter  what  your  circumstances  or  how 
busy  your  life,”  brought  us  back  to  earth 
and  to  a realization  of  the  chances  for  us 
and  we  went  off  to  the  night’s  fun  in  a 
thoughtful  mood. 
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Look  Who’s  Here 


Headquarters  Staff:  John  L.  Alexander 
(King!  Gissis),  Director;  R.  A.  Waite 
(Waonspeakye),  Associate  Director;  Miss 
Helen  Palk  (Shehoygo),  Associate  Direc- 
tor; Herman  Bowmar  (Mojag),  business 
manager;  Miss  Elsie  Clark,  assistant 
business  manager;  Miss  Lottie  May  Bose, 
assistant  director;  Frank  E.  Mayer;  Mrs. 
Prank  E.  Mayer;  J.  L.  Rogers;  Mrs.  J.  L. 
Rogers;  E.  A.  Brooks;  Mrs.  E.  A.  Brooks; 
W.  H.  Kendrick;  Mrs.  W.  H.  Kendrick; 
M.  A.  Honline;  Herbert  Mayer;  Mrs. 
Herbert  Mayer;  Mrs.  Mary  Poster  Bryner; 
Miss  Bonita  Ferguson;  P.  G.  Or  wig; 
Miss  Freda  Bose;  Gladys  Wise;  Mrs. 
John  L.  Alexander;  Mrs.  Herman  Bowmar; 
Mrs.  R.  A.  Waite. 

Specials:  Helen  Moffett,  graduate 

questionnaire  assistant;  Ruth  Young,  grad- 
uate, editor;  Miss  Mary  Frey,  nurse; 
Miss  Anna  D.  Holmquist,  secretary. 

Adult  Group  Leaders:  Three  years  or 

more — Mrs.  Phoebe  Curtiss,  Miss  Mabel 
Curtiss,  Miss  Agnes  Brittnell,  Miss  Edith 
Chapman,  Miss  Mary  Price,  Miss  Carol 
Strecker,  Miss  Aley  Taylor,  Mrs.  O.  T. 
B^der.  Two  years — Miss  Gertrude  Ne- 
ville,- Miss  Gladys  Richardson, 

Sophia  Theilgard,  Mrs.  A.  G. 


First  year — -Miss  Augustine,  Miss  Ethel 
H.  Cook,  Miss  Blanche  Green,  Miss  Sadie 
Guseman,  Mrs.  C.  O.  Hodgkins,  Miss 
Locker,  Miss  Lovett,  Miss  Christena 
Lundquist,  Miss  Sara  Smith. 

Graduate  Leaders:  Ruth  Anthony, 

Wilmoth  Green,  Dorothy  Hubbard,  Laura 
Jackson,  Edna  Nichols,  Alice  Pearsall, 
Margaret  Rice,  Helen  Rosebrough,  Mary 
Schroeder,  Grace  Woods. 

Student  Leader:  Reba  Pixter. 

Dependables:  Jim  Kendricks,  Don 

Danforth,  Chandler  Brooks,  Mr.  Settle, 
Mr.  Banning. 

Minisino,  otherwise  known  as  William 
Danforth  of  St.  Louis,  has  been  purposely 
omitted  from  this  line-up,  because  much 
to  our  sorrow,  he  is  able  to  stay  with  us 
only  a few  days.  But  he’s  looking  us 
over  carefully  so  that  he  can  make  a report 
as  Chairman  of  the  Young  People’s  Di- 
vision of  the  International  Sunday  School 
Association.  < 

Get  this.  There  are  registered  on  hand 
in  the  1919  camp,  exactly  230  girls.  About 
50  of  these  are  third  year  girls  and  will 
make  up  the  largest  graduating  class  of 
the  cam.p’s  career.  Of  course  the  freshmen 
have  the  largest  group. 


Miss 
Shogren. 


Shrieks  and  Groans 

AlaKingi:  The  only  difference  between  Here’s  to  the  only  place  in  the  world 
the  impossible  and  the  possible  is  that  the  that  has  not  raised  its  price  “on  account 

impossible  takes  just  a little  bit  longer.  of  the  war  being  ended,”  The  Older  Girls 
Isn’t  that  great?  Camp  at  Conference  Point. 


There  is  so  much  lemon  juice  in  some 
l)eople’s  religion  that  it  makes  our  faces 
})ucker  to  look  at  them. 

‘‘Watc'h  us,  watch  us,  watch  us  take  that 
shield  back  home,”  sung  to  the  tune  of 
“Ja  Da”  was  the  first  yeep  that  we  heard 
from  Pennsylvania.  They’ve  got  a great 
bunch  of  yells  and  songs  and  we  are 
thinking  that  if  pep  has  anything  to  do 
with  taking  away  the  shield,  William 
Penn’s  crew  has  an  A No.  1 chance. 

Tlie  1919  class,  the  Victors,  has  one  of 
the  niost  artistic^  - stones  in  the  whole 
fireplace  of  the  Tipi.  Girls,  you’ll  have  to 
go  some  to  equal  that  one.  But  then, 
don’t  worry,  the  girls  always,  usually, 
sometimes,  once  in  a while,  beat  the  boys. 


The  Who’s  Who  and  Why  of  Conference 
Point  is  being  issued  daily.  Are  you 
included?  Didn’t  know  we  had  such  a 
volume?  Well,  how  about  Miss-  Bose  and 
her  questionnaires? 

We  can’t  help  but  notice  the  depend- 
ables this  year.  Had  you  thought  that 
they  are  all  either  safely  married  or  safely 
under  age.  Perhaps  there’s  a reason. 
Look  l)ack  over  the  fate  of  those  who  were 
of  ‘ marriageable  age! 

Mr.  Brooks  explains  to  us  very  carefully 
that  coming  into  contact  Avith  the  trees 
in  his  classes  does  not  mean  bumping  our 
heads  against  them.  Kingi  then  speaks 
up  to  remark  that  no  block  head.s  gre 
alloAved  in  camp. 


